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—— 1 GELDART

The time is in the future, the scene is the kitchen of the Parker Penitentia.ry
In the centre of the stnoge is a large ges cooker, on the cooker is a large
black cauldron, which is emitting steam and meking boiling scunds., To one

side of the cooker there is a teble, to the other side there is & sink,

Enter three femme fan witches carrying polythene bags containing the things
mentioned in the following dialogue, Clop of tartan thunder,

Ist Witch..ssseeeseasBetty Feters
2rd Witch,,v0000.,...Bthel Lindsay
3rd Witch..veeesesessBlla Parker
MacPatrizio..ees....sdoe Patrizio

1st W, Thrice a coloured Hyphen hath arrived
2nd W, Thrice and once the English fen revived
3rd W, St.Andrew cries, ‘tis time, 'tis time,

1st W, Round ebout the cauldron go
In the fake fen's entrails throw,
Fan, that they did once call Locke,
Refuged to let me c¢all him Jock,
Thought the English still ran fandom
In with his head. Oh! wild abandon,

ALL, Double, double toil and trcuble
Firc burn and cauldron bubble,

2nd W, Fillet from that sercon Groves,
In between two shortbread loaves,
Lights of Burgess, in they go
No more roving to and fro,
No more toast in Ella's bed,
For at last we've got him, Dead!
In the pot with all the lot,
We'll teach them to respeet a Scot.



ALL ., Double, double toil and troubls,
Fire burn and cauldron bubble,

3rd W. Jzard, that from Bemnett I did drag
No more will hc cheat at Brag
Now in with Pat Kearncy's liver,
He was a most reiuctant giver.
Off with the feet of K and I Potter,
Adding her toenails should make it much hotter.
Geldart!s tongue made sly remerks,
In with it, feed him to the sharks.
Chris's brein, to add some seasoning,
Now he's lost his powers of reasoning.
Welve loft Bruce Burn until the last,
He' was their leader in the past,
"Kecp fandom English" was his cry
For this good cause did they all die.
An Atom bem to make it thick
And & drop of Blogg to moke it stick.

ALL Double, double toil and trouble,
Firec burn and cauldron bubble.

2nd W, Come pour it o=% the time is due, :
And cool it with some Liverpool brew, (They pour out the brew into the
sink)
ENTER MACPATRIZIO,
MacP What's this here in the sink?
Why, it's tartan duplicating ink,
Oh well done, I commend your pains,
A1) Scois fans shall share the gazing,
Come let us dance and let us sing,
I feel like doing a Highland Pling!

ALL And now we've crushed the English lion.
We'll awa tae pit oot & wee Orion.

1st W, By the pricking of my thumbs,
.An Enplish fan this way comes,
- Open locks, whoever knocks.,
ENTER HARRISON, Blast of celestial trumpets.,
3rd W, 'Tig that fake Englishman,.Harrison!

Harr, How now, you secret, black and midnight hegs.
What heathen thing is this you do?



ALL Look yonder in the sink
"Tis tartan duplicating ink
So get you gone to Irish fandom,
For we are now, THE SCOTTISH SCIENCE FICTION CLUR OF LONDON,

Herr, Hud yer wheesht, for just awhile
And wipe away thet joyous smile,
I'11 add another drop of Blogg,
See -~ the colour starts to unclog,
And now it's British through and through

ALL Look! He's made it 21} Red, White and Blue!
MACP AND THE THREE WITCHES DISAPPEAR IN A PUFF OF SMOKE

HARRISON conducts a choir of the risen English members of the SFCoL.....
sung to the tune of RULE BRITTANIA,.,.

There'll always be on England
And FPandom shall be free
If Fandom means as much to you -~ &s Fandom means to me,,"

CHEERS FROM THE AUDIENCE.
end,
Don Geldert.
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Some time ago I offered 2 prize of ten shillings for the best sketch produced by
a club menber which gould be put on at next years convention. To date Don is

the only one who has presented me with a sketch.(Don has COURAGE!) The general
opinion of the:club was thet this skeheh appeared to be a wge bit %oo esoterig
for presentation to = generel cudience, The ingenuity of the club was focussed
for a time on the task of producing 2 clap of tartan thunder. I think they could
heve licked that one: but they all paled ot the thought of trying to make the
witches disappear. I believe they had the unensy feeling, that meybe we were
witches,

So I decided to publish this sketch in SCOT: that its author's genius might not
go unsung; confident that all my readers would understond the many esoteric
references. Well, I should hope so anywsy: you don't reslly want me.to explaim
about Burgess's Lights do you? ' :

.

PS: The ten shillings award still goes uncleimed.
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It is a disturbing thing to find a grave in your back garden; right under
the dining~room window, and thet's what we found, A mound, six foot long and
two feet high, lacking only a headstone and a bit of engraving to complete the
picture, This was immediately christened Jenkin's Grave after the previous
owner, a refined and intellectual person with the mamnners and breeding of =2
hungry vulture,

A few weeks after taking posaea_‘on'of the mange we decided to dig up the
grave, partly from sesthetic feelings, but mainly from curiousity. The jokes
about Jenkin's Grave had ceased to be wholly ridiculous, there might, after all,
be a body there., This led to a sharp dispute as to what we should do &f there
was a body, Inform the police and let justice taoke its course, or, on the
grounds that rotting flesh makes good fertiliser, dig the carcose in for a
flower bed,

Eventunlly the argument was suspended until gsuch time as we had a seolid
(or should I say decomposing) basis for arguing on, Sensation-wise the digging
wes most disappointing, not a codaver to be found, but it did produce an
alsrming amount of weird objects. Early on we resurrected the pendulum of a
grandfather clock, sufficient matching tiles to make a fireplace surround and
enough piecces of wire, springs, valves and sprockets to reconstruct a twenty-
horse power internal combustion engine. Underneath this lot we discovered two
perfect chimney pots, a large assortment of bricks and a quentity of roofing
tiles, I began to seriously consider the possibility of another house beneath
ours, This idea was short-lived however, as our next discovery was a shirt and
n collection of saw blades, Macabre visions of e midnight butchering raced
through the imagination. The corpse, atill modestly wearing its shirt, dragged
out into the garden to be sawed up into menageable portione, For what purpose?
Ease of disposal or, maybe, Irish Stew and rump steck for dinner,



I am pleased to say that, if anything, it must have been the latter, for
we discovered no hacked up body. Anywsy by the time we hed finished we hed a
monumental pile of debris to dispose of, We soon discovered that the dustmen
wouldn't take it, they just sort of spread it around a bit, Next we had a grond
scheme %o use the wire and springs to fasten it all together and flog it to the
Tate Gellery as a piece of modern sculpture, However that distinguished art
critic Harry Turner said it was about 50 years shead of its time and our only
chance was to get some far-sighted American art-lover to buy it. We gave this
project our most serious consideration but decided eventually that we couldn't
be a party to sending our Art Trecsures abroad, After all, what with the Lane
Collection going to Dublin and our piece to Ameriea we might well be responsible
for creating another Dark Age,

As you can guess time had pessged end still we had this mountain of rubble
in the garden. We had diminished it slightly by pressing a brick or a few yards
of wire cn our visitors as a momento or souvenir of their visit, but the trieckle
of callers had virtually stopped for some reason so that solution was blocked,

I tried dropping onc or two in the dustbin, liberally covering them with
ashes and household refuse, but after the second week the dustmen took to i
sorting theu cut and leaving them in the front garden right where we were trying
to persuafc some Zinnias o sprout,

My next idea blossomed forth at the office. One of my olerks had lost her
library books, left it in the trein, the solution appeared obvious. That even-
ing I huirried home, got out some brown paper and string and made up severol
parcels of bricks and tiles, The very next moring I sallied forth with a parcel
under wy ar» which I duly cumped on the luggege-rack, At Waterloo I hurried off
the train leaving behind my parcel. Success! That morning I sat at my desk
whilgt joyous visions of the lost lupgage office, crammed with brown paper _
percels flickered through my mind, I imagined them deciding to hold a sale of

4 uaclained goods, probably expecting to pay Dr Beeching's salary out of the

proceeds, Oh, it was a lovely dream.

The next morning I left the house carrying two parcels, Emboldened by my
succets I was determined to clear the garden in a month, Procedure as bvefore,
climb in ¥he carriage, dump the parcels in the rack and head down for a good
read, Came Yaterloo and I was up ond away, but not far. A voice behind stopped
me dead,

"Young man you've forgotten your parcels", an aged old bet stoggered towards
ne clutching my bundles, "You young people are so careless these days" she
scolded, ag she thrust the parcels into my arms.

That vas enough, but I hadn't done yet. Outside the gates stood another
woman holdiag yesterday's parcel. Eyecs like a hawk, she'd spotted me first and
before I could run had deposited her charge on top of the other two, My knees
started to sag. She said she'd recognised me as a regular traveller on that
train and hed thought it would save a lot of trouble if she kept it for me
instsad of hording it to the authorities,



I now have three bundles of bricks in a filing cnbinet ai the office and
I'm just wondering whether I ought to stick a lebel on them and send them to
the Ministry of Housing, but who kmows what furies that move might not loose

upon ne,

Anyway, if you know of anyone who wants 2 choice collection of assorted

rubble, pleasoe let me know, .
.MachiaVarley,
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Inge Hartmann "I am 20 years old and work in an office as a typist.
Judegstrasse No 18 I'w 1iving with my mother, my father died in the last
Gocttingen. war and my brother(24) is studying in Hemburg. My

W.Germany hobby is SF and I 1like this hobhy very much., I think

;t's nice to have contact to fans in other countrics, Excuse please my english
is not so correct, but I am 4 years out of school and therefore I have forgotten
some about thiz language I like, But I will toke a course during this winter
because I would like to get a job where I can use english"

¥+ Inge is active in Gerfandom and would appreciate any fanzines you can sparet+

Brian W.Aldiss : ul wes out Curing the cvening to attepd thas first ™
24 Marston Street, generel neebing in Christ Church of the Speculative
Iffley Road . Fiction Group., All told some twenty six or seven

Oxford, ' people turned up to a very successful gathering -

including, I was delighted to sce, some seven women -I'm all for a female
element in fandom. The whole thing has teen organiscd very vigorously by

Mark Wigan 2hd Chris Miller, No doubt you'll be hearing of this from Chris."
+++ No doubt is wrong..l am gtill waiting for the "First day at Oxford" article
Chris promised me. T did get a heap of Oxford University mags the other week,
No name, so presumebly Chris. Hilarious reading just what = student 'should’
and 'should not' do, No doubt Chris thinks this will keep me quiet about that
article vhen next we meet. Silly boy! Thanks for the poem Brian, very

proud to show it off in Scot,+++



Sid Birchby ®T notice you review John Brunner's PUT DOWN THIS

1 Gloucester Ave, EARTH, all about the good old population explosion
Levenshulme and you end up by saying that for you the Simple
Manchester.19 Life is the bunk, You prefer endless progress, new

things,new idea. Well now, I see what you mean, of course, and when it comes
right down to brass tacks, who doesn't prefer say 2 new hat or new car to the
same old styles thet were good enough for grandpa? With most materisl things,
I agree! Let's move ont But progress is at a price, and theee are meny good
old things, habits end customs that have been scrapped along with the bed,
When did you last teke a cross-London bus-ride for the pleasure of it? Not in
2 weekday, I'1l be bound, Yet, whole essays have been written in the past
about the joys of watching the world go by from the top of 2 bus. What is the
flavour of home-bzked bread? Where did the old-time dniries gofglass of
buttermilk, one penny) What about the pride and joy of the old time craftsmen
..the wheelwrights, potters, turners,balcksmiths?,,in turning out good work?
ete ete ete. And lastly the big question, with vhich I leave you. Are you
and your friends end acquaintences any happier, do you suppese, than your and
their grendparents were? yours retrospectively,.Sid"

+++Speaking for my own grandparents(who hed five children)I mow I am hoppier
than they were, I am happier than my Grandmother who was & very self-pitying
woman, My brother(merried,two children) is heppier than his Grandfather. My
brother will not find, as my Grandfether did, that due to his ideas of parental
diseipline his son could not telk to him even as 2 grown man, People make
pottery a hobby nowadays. Home made bread may have tasted good, but it wes
drudgery for the woman who had to mske it for a large femily, What I regret
ebout the dairies was that lovely clean smell..still, .unrepentantly yours.....

Dick Schultz nShirley (Dicks girl-friend)continues to read your
19159 Helen, Hospital natterings, and points out that there is a

Detroiy.34 serious shortage in this country too. The trouble

Michigan is that 1)not enough graduate 2)too many of those

who do, quit the nursing scene upon marrisge. Someone once estimated that if
the gooey novels about nursing and doctoring hedn't innoculated prectically
every nubile female with a lot of baloney about Noble Duty end such like before
they even started High School(1l4 yrs,or so), there would be only & few thousand
nurses in the whole states, all 50 of them.™

¥+3iiec]), that ought to cheer up Doneld Wollheim who sometimes has to edit theee
tmirse novels'. Ought to make him feel a whole lot better, I hope."

Robert Coulson nTalk aboutirude cottege walls" reminds me of last
Route 3 weekend' when we were driving around Wabash and

Wabash. noticed an old building with a sign on it saying
Indiana, simply,"iolaters Will Be Prosecuted". Juanita

said she'd heard of these rural sex deviations, but this seemed a bit too
much. ., .as I mentioned in FAPA, I fail to see why favowrable comments on fen-
dom(in WHY IS 4 FAN?)should be considered dishonest and unfavorable ones
honest., I don't have unfavorable personal experiences with fans; the fans I
don't get along with know it and stey away froeme(or if they don't, I stay
away from them.) We've never had en inconsiderate fan visitor, and we have
hed inconsiderate mundane visitors(Oh, thers is an occasional gripe when we



have our picnic, but from my experience when you get 30 or 40 people together
for a party there are always a few minor annoyances--on the whole, omr fan
visitors are much better behaved than non-fang."

+3+In a recent lebter from Len Moffat he maked much the same point. I must
confess I had not thought of that aspect of the reaction to WHY IS £ FAN? But
wouldn't you say that it would be naturel, when faced with inconsideration, to
be more disappointed when the person is a fan? +++

"Ken Cheslin "A1though it is not what could be called the Superb or
18New Farm Rd, Magnificent fanzine, it is like trying to compare an
Stourbridge, apple to an orange.,(ghod!)it doesn't run juice at the

Wores., - sezms, like, but apples are different to C, and you

can't compare them and 211 that,..So, while H is superb, and Cry Excellent,and
Orion is sometimes both, either, or less than either,Scottishe is always...
"Ethel!s", Don't you dare print my ramblin's,.they meke little sense, even(3})
to me," :
+++Hoots,mon,as if I would be caring about sense when you are handing out the
compliments,.like, ™"

Alan Dodd "Wery interesting to find Brian Aldiss in your letter

77 Stanstead Rd, column, I thought with him being such a famed pro-writer
Hoddeedon, these days fanzines would not get letters from him at
Herts. : 2ll because of ‘the pressure of work, I've got his

latest book here the American Beacon book THE MALE RESPONSE -"Every woman in
the city was hig"-"How a modern Englishman copes with the pagan vessions and
primitive perversions of today's torrid continent of darkest Africa’- you

mean Aldis cen find out ebout all this in Oxford??? Cover is rather interesting
-shows & scientist examining 2 flask in o lahoratory while in the foreground a
blonde is removing her hra-I've heard of scientific detachment but this is
ridiculousi®

+++] think I will let Brisn(who is a Good Bloke)answer this himself,.should be
interesting if he really did.learn all about it in Oxford,**#

Colin Freeman "t firet I found it rather surprising that I could and
Ward 3 did enjoy your 'shop-talk',until I pinpointed the reason
Scotton Banks Hospitol why. You might think that I would have enough of it and
Ripley RQ would be glad to get away from it. Normally this is

Xnaresborough.Yorks, true enough, but that's because the usual run of ;

hospital conversation seems to run to a well-worn pattern. Never original,
rarely interesting. Nurses and patients are equally guilty. "Do you know how
many operations I've had dear?" 2nd "That Sister X is an FOB.Ifeel sorry for
her” Ug! It scems to me there are more bores in o hospital than anyvwhere else
or maybe it just appears thet way because it's more difficult to avoid then...

I think it i id3 t : the insji hiogpital i
e A L T Ui Hhor A e ShbT huils B GahBiile B0 PRI a1 *°

dehree of normality, and even more so if he succeeds in being 'different! and
holds on to an outside interest, People 'outside' arec so occupied trying not
to lose their foothold in the rat raeces.that they can possibly be excused for
leading a humdrum existance and wasting their lives. Pressure of work and

family ete, is so great that they have no time to think of anything else.For



a patient in hospital, there is all the time in the world for thinking. There
are many patients who sit back and bemcan their fate, They don t deserve any
sympathy. Unfortunately they get it from outsiders who don't know better. I
have one guarrel with Betty Kujawa's letter, She is talking through her Davy
Crockett hat when she decries the Helfare State. With all due respect her
arguments are completely illogical, In fact, she is simply using certain
svecial instances to advance a general argument. I agree that the bad ones
should be disposed of if possible, but surely not by chopping Jowm the vhole
tree? Detty should take a look at any large factory or business, She will
undoubtedly discover some old scldiers who are taxing their brains to avoid
their share of the work, the good workers are subsidizing them. Ts the system
therefore no good because it permits such varasites to exist? The Welfare
S:ate is certainly one of the finest things ever instigated in this country. I
should know."

+++0f course most 'outsiders! Ao nol realise that tre worst thing you can give
a patiert is too much sympathy. It takes an especially strong fihre to with-
stand being constantly told how hard done by you are.-++

Walter A.Willis "Agree with you about ASF. I've stonped trying to
170 U.Vewtownwards Bd review them because it sends me into & temper, In
Belfast,N.Ireland. fact I've almost storped reading them, But NO,IT'S

NOT US! Like you I often re-read the old mags for re-assurance,"
+++They tell me that AMALING is imorovine these days..hope springs eternal.. +++

Jill Adams "You ask do''we' like Bletherings. [Fersonally I find
54 Cobden Ave, it maddening. A1l those hints of zines, and I can'%
Bitterne Fark get to reading them! Doa't you take any notice of Mr

Southampton. Tackett, you keep on with Natterings, This kind of

thing I find very interesting. Like you I'd 1like to know why he's spent 19
yvears in the Marines and where he's been to in that time. T am unsble to
grasp the significence(if any)of the two quotes from THE 3INGING SANDS,"
+++Well, now you will know Sgt Tackeit's reasons. The quotes were part of the
mock Scots V English war in the SFCoL, I wag getting my own back at Groves+++

Fred Hunter "4y, ,no..don't go and cut out your mailing comments
13 Freefiecld Rd. from SCCT, I love '‘em., Although in most cases I have

Lerwick, not read the zine commented on, I still get a purty
Shetland Isles, good idea of its material from your comments. No

mean achievement, eged!...Your reminiscences trigger off a few of mine own.
Ftrinstance, you mentioned urine svecimans and I immediately recalled a
practical joker who popped into the sluice-room and substituted limeade in at
least a dozen cases. The nurse deoing the tests got all the colours of the
rainbow in the doctored samples and rushed to the Sister before we could stovp
her, She, being old in years and wisdom, jaloused that a ward epidemic of
diabetes was slightly unlikely and summoned the up patierts. Iy practical
joking friend c8fessed and the Sister retuked him in the gentle and kindly
manner common to most Ward Sisters, He tcld me later that he wes glad she
stopped when she did 'cos his crutches were beginning to smoulder!

+++The she~dragon type Ward Sister I take it.Ha! e wac lucky they onty
smouldered,+++



MSgt,Ld Tackett USHC Mo all non-fan Americans hate women? I should think

HE&HS-1.{ Comm) ,MWHG-1 a large portion of them do. Since WWl the advertis
Ist MAW,FMIPac. ing media have encouraged the placing of “woman™ on
¢/oFlect Post Office the well knownbedestal. It wrkes for more sales of
San Prenclisco,Cslif course. The American male subconciously resents the

inferior vosition he has voluntarily--at the urging of the ad agencies-assumed
and as a result he novw hates women. Unfortunztely most of them are now too
hehpecked to do anything about it., You have been tuncd to the Iwakuni program
discussing tonight social life among the Americans. Next week Dr Tackett will
dissect American women, Won't you join him? Can 1 inject a comment or two
into the discussion you and Betty arc having concerning my remarks? I think I
have mentioned this before(See,Tackett, you ought to keev files)But I am not
entirely the omponent of the Welfare State. Ghod knows we could use a bit

more of it in the states szince all out private enterprise has just about

priced everything beyond the reach o® such poor slobs as I, But Betty is quite
right ebout those who can but won't work, Let them starve. An ewpty belly is
an excellent re-educution program. No, I am not advecating the abandonment of
welfare mcasurcs for the unemployed, but a tightening of the machinery of
relicf. As for Betity's complaint abeut illegitimetc children beine supported
by the state--gomeone must look after them,.Quite. agree on F&SF, or that issue
anyway, it was a stinker. 1 think it comes to this. We have read so blasted
much stf that we have become surfeited with it, Or at least with so much of
the pap that passes for stf these days, Tes, it must be the latter for I still
find the old scnse of wonder runnine high whenever I re-read some of the
classics from ASTOUNDING'S golden age."

*++0ver here, the payment of unemployment benefit will be witheld if you refuse
to accept a suiteble job. The catch is suitable, If you arc a labourer and the
Employment Bureau has plenty lsbouring jobs to offer you, this you must accept,
However, if you are a banker, and there are no banking vaeancies then you can-
not be forced to take 2 labouring job, but must be paid benefit. =++

Now comes the time for some chorning reluctant as T am to do so...LEN MOFFATT
writes,."I'm sure that all non-fan Americens 4o not hate women. Harry!'s
account dealt with just one situation, in one hosnital. T've secen the types he
mentioned, as hospital visitors and in other circumstances, but doubt if there
is any one "typiezl" type of American womanhood., Like, there arc female
relations, and female relations...some can be n pain in the,.er, . .neck, and some
are wonderful persons. Just like all over the vorld, folks,"

RICK SNEARY writes,...Maybe I'm getting to know it better, but Bletherings is
making more sense, and thus more interesting, The Aldiss letter should he of
interest to many LA fans beeauso of the reference to the Other-World of Bram-
well Brontc, One of the local fans started building 2 Othersworld with bits
from sf and fankasy amd much personal invention. A "Faffard and Gray Mouser!
type world with a vast complex of states and governments. This somewhat intro-
verted genius has not cut himself off from the rest of the world but invited it
in, or at least most of his friends, Now a good percentage of the younger
locel fans are someway connected with the world of Coventry?

+++ALL GOMMENTS ON INDIVIDUAL CONTRIBUEERS TO SCOT ARE PASSED OF TO THEM AND
ARE GRATEFULLY RECEIVED+++



CKET ——

What makes a man join the resular military service, you esk, It is, indeed,
a perplexing question and I would probably be one of the first to agree that no
one in his right mind would think of making it a career. And yet I have. I
can't say that I've enjoyed it but I've stuck with it, Why?

My first enlistment doesn't count, of course. The reasons for that should
be obvious. When one is 17 and there is a great war no other explanation for
joining the service is needed, It is the period after the wae that calls for

explanation, It isn't, in my case anyway, too easy to exvlain.

I was released from the Marines in 1945 along with some ten million other
people and it would seem that most of the ten million had the seme idea——-go
back to school. I was quite eager to go on with my education for, although I
had finished high school prior to enlisting, T felt that college was an absolute
necessity. Particularly since I had my eyes fixed on a career in physiecs.

T avplied to the Veterans Administration for my certificate of eligibility
immediately after I received my discharge but that agency wes swamped so it
took more than two months for the piece of paver which guaranteed that I was a

bona-fide veteran and thereforc eligible for education under the GI bill to
arrive.

These two and a half months vere a period of uncertainty. It was almost
impossible to get a job since no employer wanted to take on a man who might dash
off at any moment to the ivy-tangled portals of some university, 1 d4id find
a bit of part-time work but for the most part lived off my mustering-out pay.

On that glorious day when the postman finally deposited the long awaited
letter from the VA in my box I packed my bag and took the first bus to Denver
where, jammed sardinelike with several thoucand other cager young vetersns, 1
gleefully enrolled at the University.

DU was overflowing with students as were all the other schools at that time.
Lodgings were difficult to find and I finally ceme up with a rather shabby roonm
some six miles from the university. This involved getting up quite carly in the
morning to catch 2 bus to school for my first class but I didn't mind that since
I was accustomed to getting up in the general viminity of 5:30am, (A quite
indecent hour for anyore to get up, by the way.) T was filled with fire and a
desire to learn. I could picture the vast and weighty tomes waiting to have



their covers opened so that they could engulf me with their knowledgs.

The fire was rather guickly quenched. The story was the same in each
class. A harried instructer would gaze at the upturned shiny faces in his
closely packed clessroom and wearily write a list of books on the board."T
are," he would say, "the books you need for this course. I do not know where
you arc going to get them, They havr't beern printed since before the war and
are not avaiiable at the university book store. You may he able to find thenm
in some of the downtown boockstores but I doubt it," Thisz sort of thing is not
at all encouraging to the eeger young student,

After about threc deys of this I decided that the time had come for a
consultation with myself, I settled hack in my moth~eaten chzir, shifted a bit
to remove the spring that was gouging into the widdle of my beck end, looking
over my ratty surroundings, too stock, It was, I decided, one hell of a
situation, The mustering out vey was about gone and with the VA machinery
bogged down under the load it wes uncertain when the first school check would
appear. A couple of students who hed enrolled uring the previous semester had
informed me that the checks were running twc to three months late,

On top of this my education didr't secm to he nrogressing very well at 211,
I had made the rounds of the bookshops »ut text books were not to he had. It
was, in fact, something of an oceasion if one could come up with & notebook and
a pencil,

1 wasz almost broke with the pessibility of future financing somewhat un-
cerinin. I was also disgusted witk the sitaation ot the school. The classes
were over-crowded and the insiruction so far had consisted entirely of lectures
droned out by an unhappy instructer. Without books there was little 1iklihood
of actually learning snything in elass, I could, I thought, get = job of sorts
to take care of the financial situation but the problem of school itself would
not be solved so sasily. I conld probably get by out T wanted krnowledge, not
just = diplome, What to de?

I took 2 long range view of it and decided that in four yoars the crowd
would be out of the way and the schools should he back to 2 more or less normal
program, And what was T going to do in the intervening for years? The answer
to that one seemed obvious. The next dey I digenrolled myself from school,
checked in at the locel recruiting station, raised ny right hand and swore o
uphold the Constitution for the next four years., My uniform felt good &nd the
calm of my new duty station was a welecome relief after my three hectic monthsg
as 2 civilien, That was 1946,

In 1950 when my enlistment expired T wes still aingle, a Staff Sergeant with
an assortment of privileges denied the lower ranks, and more than enough money to
teke care of my needs., The living was casy so I took the line of least resistance
Lt was easier to sigr on for six mors years than to make the shift to civilian
life, '

In 1956 when the time for decision once more arrived my outlook was very



different, I had acquired a wifec and daughter. The living was no longer
easy and the militery life was beginning to wear on the nerves.

But in 1956 I was 31 years old. Too ald to start back to school or to
attempt, at that time, a new start in civilisn life, After more than 13 years
of it soldiering was all I knew and it was quite spparent that I wesn't fitled

for a civiliar occupation,

The decision wae ensy to make, One more enlistment wonld give me enough
service to Tetire and insure mvself an income of sorts, Also by re—enlisting
I could get a retraining assignment. T might be too old for civilien schools
but not for the service schools. I could, in the time remaining, trein myself
into o specialty thet would be useful in civilian life as well as in the service,
So I re-enlisted and nsked for ngssignment to eleclLronics training.

So there you have my recsons for rerular military service. HNo great
dedication or =nything like that I'w afraid. It's just that for the first few
years it was essier to drift than to do snything else. It wesn't 2 bad life
and, not having any civilian ties, I wasn't particularly ambitious. When I did
finally teke on some obligations and responsibilities it wans too late to do
anything but stick it out. The l-st eight or nine years havn't been particul-
arly¢lsesant ones but they have encbhled me to meke up for the wasted years.

And that's one man's reasons for spending his life in the service, Ethel,
Well, you ngked for it,

Roy Tackett.
Iwaloni,Japan,October 1961,

ORI I PRI RN SRV APRT R RE U STRFIFRYAVEFRE ST ST S S SRR I SIS ST TS VS VR SRR S St il o e

Toking Mesealin, by Brien W,Aldiss

This was to have been

It3

The ascension into clean

Worlds where once ongels flew,

Yogis swam, symbals writhed, and

Aldous Huxley elucidated the Cosmic Novel,
I downed thc powder with clear water

And trepidation,

Then sat - silent room, night, mind -
Avaiting trenslction

This should heppen to
Me!
I who nceded a short cul through
Disciplinesz to whatever Nirvonah -
Biochemical but not less genuine
For that, I stomached neither pill
Nor vision, lost beyond redemption,
The durotion
Of the hollow night was filled up by
Sounds of regurgitation,
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I REMEMBER ME.....

Well, as I was saying, I wrote this column for Quandry, calling it 'The Harp
That Once or Twice' because I thought its future wes doubtful: but teking as
much trouble over that first instalment as if I knew how important it was
going to be, I mailed it on 22nd Januery, 1951, and three months later 1 was
writing to Lee: _

Letter section was more interesting to me than usual this time. I1'd been

a bit worried about how THTOOT would go over——you never say anything about

it in your letters and for all I knew you were disgusted with it--but it

seems to have been received quite well. Ghod bless Joe Kennedy., Not only

does he say the thing is good, but he implies that anyone who doesn't agree

is & bit stupid. What more could you ask?
I notice from the raet of this letter that I had by now joined Fapa, or rather
been inducted into it. Out of idle curiosity, I had scrawled a note in a
sample copy of Slant to Harry Warner asking for the dope about it. Next thing
I knew I had got a letter from Burbee notifying me I was a member and that the
current meiling was on its way. Apparently Bob Tucker had paid my subscription
knowing the exchange difficulties British fans were faced with at that time, I
was 2 bit token aback by this unexpected extension of my publishing activities
since I didn't have a duplicator, but with the help of Hoffman and later McCain
and Vick I kept up my cctivity requirements by contributing to existing Fapa-
zinegs. When I eventually retired from Fapa in 1958 GMCarr pointed to the smnll
number of igsues of my Fapazine Pamphrey and suggested I wouldn't be missed.
However true that mey have been, the faet wes thet I was active in Fape before
and outside Pamphrey.

Lee took to heart the implied rebuke in my letter:
Lemme see now, yes, L vrinted what Redd Boggs said about HARP in No 10, And



he seems to have voiced the genernl obinion of my readers, At least he's

summed up what they've snid, oretty well and he's put what I say into words
Hamely in the lines: "Walt Willis is eosily the fran 2ind of the year, and
you're lucky yo snore hin as o columnist." Only it was you found me, I
was sitting home one day when a SLANT came, I was overjoyed at the fact
that you wonted to trede such a lovely magazine for poor miserable 141l
Mandry. Then I realised that you probebly had never seen a copy,.only
seen one of my ads 2hd fllen for it, Then T read SLANT and I sat me down
and tried my best to write vou a sufficiently intelligent letter to merit

a reply. Apparently you received it on a slow dsy for I 4id get an answer,
And wot an areswer! VWhere I had daringlv ventured that you iust might some-
time mebbe find it in you to write a 1i'l bit of something Tor Quandry
please? you offered tc do a colunmn! So I cen't claim to have found you, ,
you found me or something..but resardless, we are both found so now Q and I
are thrivine haopily on the egoboo that comes to the ed of the zine with
HARF in't, You make me so hsppy I could sit here (I sit cross~legoed on
the bed to type' and die from sheer eestacy...with a smile on my face..

She ended on a more cryptic note:
Hey, Welt, how are you on keeoning secrets? I mean really hanging on to one

for a few long months...not telling a soul.,.,?

You will no doubt be thinking I was pretty stupid not to have guessad what the
secret was--I mean, what male fan would sit cross-legeed on a bed to type-—-but
you haven't heard anything yet. I can be much stupider than that without even
trying. Why, three months before, in February 1951, seven months before the
secret was detonated in front of an astonished Tucker at the Nolacon, Lee
Hoffman had gent me a Valentine, It was a picture of a sdirrel with the legend
Mou're nutty but nice’, and sc imured was I by now to the eccentricities of
fans that I accepted it quite casuelly as & mere fannish pleasantry, Finally,
Lee had, almost literally, to draw me a diagram, She never ectually told me
she was a girl: she just sent me a photograph and let me draw my own conclusion.
Looking baclk on it now, it's uncanny to see the way Lee and I were almost
unconciously tuilding Quandry for its destiny as the first Anglo-imericar fan-
zine, The next important step was 211 Lee's own idea;

It one day oceurred to me that you veople can't Just reach into your
pockets and pull out a Aime to stuff into an envelope and send to me over
Quandry. Subsequently T stopped short and said to myself, "Hoffman, these
fans outside of the U3 can't jusit reach into their vockets and null out a
dime to stuff into &n envelove and send to you." "True," I replied thought-
fully., "Well," sez I, "‘re you trying to be a professional amateur publisgh-
er or do yow do this for the fun of it?" '"Wot do you think?" T asked me
sarcastically., "Which means mo' to you? 4 measly 1i'l dime or a letter

from somebody?" T guestion further. W-g~e-e-1-1-1," T look longingly
toward en ad for some grease.,vhich shows besutiful polden chicken frying
ir full colour, and reply,"i letter," M"S0?% gks I. "So," gez . So from

now on cverseas fans can have Q for a letter or note of acknowledgement per
issue.



At that time Q had a circulation of 93, only two of whom wers in Fngland, And
neither of those two were leading fans; they were Ken Johnston of Liverwnool

and Pete Ridley of London. Put after my London Convention reperts British
fandom took advantage of Lee's offer and swarmed aboard the Quandry bandwagon.
Howcver all that was still to come. Slant was still the main thine with me and
I was pushing it into all sorts of odd corners. T had read a sf poem in The
Listener by Robort Conguest, and sent him a copy care of the B2C. He replied
with a letter of comment and a subscription. I was iInfiltrating with a chara-
cter in London called Borrow who produced a printed little-mapazine called The
Glass, 1 wrote for it a1 (ntroduction to sf and fandom especially aimed at
the highbrow mentality, which Ethel might think worth publishing as an appendix
to this. And I had sent a copy of Slant to somebody called MacGregor In Aberd-
een, who had had an interesting letter in New Worlds. This seed seemed to have
fallen on stony ground, but it eventually burgconed into the following corres-
pondance:

Dear Walter,

I got a copy of SLANT about eight months zgo and have finally
read it, What do you mean, an insult? 1 have ASFs of much earlier date
which T haven't read. All in good time. At any rate I liked SLANT {I didn't
read the fiction, of course,) Is it still alive? If it is, you will prcba..
bly react to that as I did when someone asked me if I had anything published
yet. Violently. At any rate, I enclose a PO of convenient denomination and
would like to see SLANT,pleage.,.I promise to read it before the end of 1951
If you would like some fiction for this magazine whick may and may not exist,
I have a 500,000 word novel I could let you have. But I khad better warn you
that 1'd have to revise it first, and it would be a little longer after that
. .Recently Planet, knowing no better, sent back a story for a mincr alteratl.
ion, I added ten thousand words, That, I trust, learned them.

yours sincerely
James “acgresor(T.T.M!INTOSH)

Dear James,

Thanks for your letter and the sub. And of course for the verr
nice ploy in proauthorship, but it wasn't really necessary., We know you.
You wrote THE CURFEW TOLLS in ASP 195012 and you have a2 story coming up in
NEW WORLDS. Put I did nob know that vou were the HMaclregor who had “he
letter in the October '49 issue which we thourht interesting enough to be
from a potential subscriber. Hice to see the prognostication fuifilled even
after such a long time. 4bout TCT, now. T remembered that story and I'm
glad to meet the author: WNot just beceuse it was a very enjoyable varn,
though it was, but because I wanted to query this O & S business. This I do
with the greatest reluctence, since T like this sort of twist, but here it
didn't seem to have any logical connection with the plot. Besides it seoms
a most curious way to go about selecting people. On the most severely
practical grounds, how about the several hundreds of millions of people who
write their names with an ideographic 'alphahet?! Howaver it's a small
point and the story was done well enough to make me guite willing to suspend
my disbelief. Thanks again for writing..Oh, and about that novel: sure,
send 1t along and we'll serialise it if it's any good. Should be ahle to get



it into only about 5C0 instalments,,,.Well, it was good erough for Dickens:
Cordially.

Dear Wealter, .
Yes, you have a very nice zine. Put how could anyone say a
word agains®t it when he thinks of all tae effort it rust take? Ploy in
proauthorship, indeed,.. I shall confine mysclf to remarking tha? if I had
really been ploying I should certainly have mentioned my ten stories coming
(as of January 1' in US and British megezines., [However, I now have, As
for 0 & S,,, At first, never having had a high opinion of TCT, I was going
to let it pass. But on consideration I find T am ouite prepared to dgfend
it. In the first place, I don't think the ideographic alphabet gquestion
matters mach. An author can always cover himself in metters like this, He
can eyplain in tedious detail exactly what was done in all the oujof-the-
ordinary cases, But then he has a big unwicldy story which doth protest
too much. WMo, I wanted some nethod of random selection, and this is never
easy. Iin faect, I am inelined to think it's never possihle. Haybe you lknow
some of the classic cases, An oatmeal manmufacturer, on the basis of a
survey of three pages on the London telephone direetory, found a colossal
consumption of oatmeal and publicised it, Random selection? No, He omitted
to mention that he took his three pages from the Mac section. Ancther case
in Abevdesr rot long ago had doctors tearing their hair, There was an up-
gtairs ward and a downstairs ward in the maternity hospitel, Over 2 period
deaths, length of convaleseence and percentage of stillborn babics were
incredibly low in the upsteirs ward compared with the other, Theoreticians
got busy. [ad atmospherie pressure something to do with it? Was there a
psychological factor? Again no. Someonc found out that the porier had been
directing the cases who could walk uvstairs and those who were cerried in
filled the downstairs ward. Bnough to upset the random selecction completely.
So when I wanted a method of selection from names(to inelude all femilies
as units) I hit on this one. Alphabetical order is not good, You stert off
with the Aarons end Aaronsons and Abrahams, At various other points you get
nothing but Macs and O'somethings, OCn the other hand, while the 03 metrod
means that your firat grouv includes all the Stones(rossibly biassing your
sclection)the fact thet the Stones have zbsolutely nothing to do with the
Carsons and the Costers tends to remove the bhias, Though you heve & lot of
'sons', therc is no bigs in this suffix that I can see, No, frequently I
have to admit that if T were writing o story again I'd do it very differently
But on this ooint I stand firm... My novel is praectically on the way to you,
Only I hope you don't mind if I lot a few other magezines see it first,
GALAXY, perhaps, and ASF,.,,

yours sincerely. Jim,

I wes meking a lot of new contacts in Ameriea by now=-Max Keasler, Duggie Fisher
@MCarr—but our letters don't scem to he of either intrinsic or historiecal

torost 2o I've ruthlessly consigned them to oblivion lest these memoirs get so
long that I never catch up with them.,om ever gradually lose ground. There was
&lso Ed Noble, the one who changed his address so many times that Pob Shaw called
hln  %the roamingest Noblec of them all", He snd T were bound by a bond of fellow
Tzeling since Sam Yerwin had castigated our fanzines in his review column, I



thought myself specielly unfortunate because when I had written a letter of
mild expostuletion he had quoted parts of it as an excuse to chonge his
reviewing system te onc in vhich he merely listed most of the fanzines with-
out comment. Actuslly the real resson wes that he couldn't be bothered to

reod them--he admitted when he Left the TWS/SS editorship that he hadn't even
read most of the ones he Aid review--but it worried me that T should get the
bieme. My problem was to protest my innoccnce in such a way that Merwin would
print it, so I vonceived the idea of writing an article called "The Mind of
Sermel Merwin®”, Ostensibly it was a psychological analysis of Merwin based on
his persorelised writing, but worked in with it was this episode of the reviews
I figurcd Merwin would hardly resist reading an article like that and that
prima donna that he was he might even refer to it. Curiously enough this strat-
cgy worked, He devoted a whole page or so to it, quotina copiously just the
bits I hed wanted him to, I felt quite Machiavellien.

But now everything was being overshadowed by the forthcoming London Convention,
the Festival Gonvention, the first real International Convention to be held this
side of the water, Therc was only one man who made it really worthy of that
title and the letter from him I got that Spring is as good & way to end this
instalment as it was to presage that climatic convention.

6 Mer 51
Dear Wally the Jolly

I just received SLANT Wo 5, roared over the
departments, and find your fannouncement on the bacover not to bhe ignored,
I give you feir warning:dop't come to the Loncon! Beceuse I shall be there,
and I weigh 202 pounds in my stalking feel (or hedn't you heard I've become
o detective)--and if you dare show your face in my presence, I warn you that
as sure as God made littls green eapoles, little green fen, and little green
Irishmen, I shall give you the most awful thumping on the hack out of cheer
exuberant enthusiestic elmllient enthusiasm for the unaduliereted pleasure
that your treasure of a fanmag bringz to me! I trust I have made my intent-
jons clear? Stf be with you and yours, far friend, and I look forward to
soon setting foot on your shores--and hand on your back in appreciation,

with every good wish.
Forry.

Walter A Willis,
B o Al o e o o B B B o A

DO NOT FORGET~---=THERE I3 3TILI, TIME TO
SUFPORT THE WILLIS FUND,

Donations to:Larry Shaw,16 Grant Place,Staten Tsland.é New York
. or
Arthur Thomson,l”7 Brockhom House,Brockham Drive,RBondon SW2,

cvery mickle maks' & muckle,......
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Mew Yenr's Doy 194C.,.ond I was on my way

to the Dundeec Royal Infirmary to train Le be a nursc. This Infirmary had a
song which the probationcr nurses used to sing:

1g Nurse T thought I would like to be

So I took wysslf to Bonnie Tundee

Te the place on the Hill [ did apply

Affectionately known as the DAL

They gave me 2 cap and an apron, oh iy !

I felt most important — 1 don't kmow why

5y nightime I almost was ready to die

My feet were so sore at the DRILY to the tune of WI' A 100 PIFERS,

The DRI was fortunate in the site chosen by its Victorian tuilders: at the
top of a steep hill and facing a rolling park. Behind wes a row of large stone
houses admirably fitted to be utilised for staff quarters as the former owners
moved aut. Tn one of these houses was the Preliminary Trairnine School for
Nurses known as the PTS, Everything in hospital is soon reduced to initials,
Accompanied by my Mother and furt I headed for this destination; I had to report
inty 6pm, with a last, lingering Gook behind me, 1 did so. L was greeted by the
Sister Tutor Miss Divens, a smell rlump womén with an easy-going manner. A&fter
showing me my bedroom, she ushered me into the sitting-room. There, sitting
awkwardly on chairs wearing timidly frozen smiles, were somc of the 12 girls
who comprised my FTS and who werc to share the next four vears with me, We
teted little beyond introductions till onc, Meikle arrived and immediately
recognised a school-mate in another named Stewart. It was not hosgpital etiquette
(of which we.were to hear much) to use Christien names. The reason given being
that we might forget on the werds and commit the solecism of letting a patient
Ynow & marsc's Chritien name. With Meikle's arrival the ice wes broken and we
chytterod of the various things we exvected to happen to us,



3ome hed older velastives slready through the hosnital, anyone who lmew of
the Toutine wes listened to with respect. We learnt that we should stay in the
school 211 weel for leetures, but po on the wards at weekends, OGraduelly 1
began tc put names to the faces - ¥eikle, round-faced and bonny with & carcless
confidence., Stewart, rather shy till you kmew her better and then decided sly
should be the word., Massie,lonsgomery,Guitrie,Passon, all evidently sharing
my nervousness. Lastly in came Cummings, and from the wminute I saw her I felt
protective and admiring. Tell and rav=ooned; with & fece like & kindly horse,
a thick Dundesc accent{all words like pie-tie were pronounced peh-teh,harshly)
and filled by the shyness which, when gemuine, can cause & nurse cridless
tortupe Waetson, Whitton,Thomson and Lindsay.

There we set awaiting our fate, which was Miss Divens - to take us across
the road for our first meal in the dinine rcom, This was situated in the
middle of the hospital halfway down & lorg corridor which lead off to The wards
ot either end. Once at the Joevway you hed to look hoth ways, Should there be
a senior nurse in sight{even if scnior by only 2 nonth) you had to wait to let
her in {irst, Many would wave you on, but some little madams wouldn't. If you
were rash enough to go shead you would de berated pudlicly and there was no
answering back, I have scen tais happen and listened to the unfortunate nurse
be told that she had the manners of a nig and would never make 2 nurse! This
matter of precedence was part of the hospitel etiquutte never given To us
officially, but handed down from nurse to nurse,

Each prade sat at their own table: the PTS at a laree table in She corner
and there we srrived thepkful to be on our own. We watched carefully as the
others hurried in, The Staff Hurses to their own large table, the firsi year
pros a2t erother, whilst the 3rd yeer nurses were scatitered around small tables.
Over in the ovnosite corner, looking old to our eyes, were the Midwivery Punils

On our retarn to school we encountersed our uniforms. A pink dress almost
ankle length, large stiffly starched white avror {(mine almost went round twice)
and & pink belt that appeared to be made of iron., Perched or our hesds were
small caps requiring practisc to keco in place. These we would wear till we
passed our Freliminary exams, then we would be given 2 white belt. In our 2nd
year we would be given e white stripe to sew on our sleeves; in our 3rd year we
would bc promoted to 2 striped dress, lastly in our 4th year we would be given
the proud dress of grey. Those awesome b2ings, the Sisters, wore navy blue.

My roon-mate was Whitton who came from nearby Arbroath,had never heen away
from home or had a job before, She appeared to be alarmingly light~hcaded to
me, although I envied her sunny belief that too much would no% be expected of
her., I discovered that she was well-read, and took that comferting thought o
bed with me at 10pm lights out. = -

Hext day wc saw the brepkfasit routine. After the meal a Sister would take
the roll-cell, 2t the end of which she called out the changes. Hurse Brown to
Ward /... .Nurse Crsen to Night-duty.,.Murse Smith to Ward 13, We noniced that
some greeted their changes with smiles and others with locks of despeair, ;Then



back to school and into the world of Anatomy,Physiology,Dietetics,Preliminary
Nursing, and (ugh)lyzicne. The last seemed to be meinly about dreins end
sowege farms, We quickly found Miss Divens e lazy Tutor who read all her
lectures from the hook, This we took down in our notebooks and then conied
them carefully into large lecture books, No doubt the repetition helped to get
some facts into our noddles, but we often had great difficulty in keeping awake
Ye were told however by thc knowledeable ones to cherish Miss Divens whilst we
had her; 'Emma', the senior Sister Tutor was, they said, a fiend incarnatel

The lLectures were enlivensd by some practical nursing ~ how to mzke poult--
ices{twelve cia us round the k.’ «n toble busily stirring revolting masses of
oatmeal) - end how to make 2 bed properly. The hospital corner we made ad
nauseam, and we coversd cach other with exotic bendages. When short of a model
you practised on your oun leg,

Then came the weekend: we were assigned our wards and the junior nurse from
cach collected ns. Mine urged me to hurry, hurry., Speeding along the corridor
behind her I queked internally -"Here it comes!" wes my most rational thought.
The ward was a Female Surgical one of 36 teds, I was hurried in and presented
to the Staff Nurse, n tall woman with a severe frown, "Go round the beds with
Nurse" I was bade and, pulling off our cuffs, we began., Bed-making, bed-meling
in the DRI it went on forever, the beds were never tidy snough to suit any
Sister I worked under, This was the real thing: I kept my head down, my eyes
fixed firmly or the nurse ovposite and copied her as quickly as I could. Quick-
ness: that is what T remember most of those first moments, Everyone was quite
literally tearing around with an intent look; the ward must be tidy before
Sister arrived, Another tall woman! T scemed to lose anothor couple of inches;
ghe cast a cold eye over me and ohserved, "I hope you are a worker!

T was told to take thc soiled linen to the sluice and there 1 found my
hiding-place, I saw piles of linen to be sluiced, enormous mounds of basins,
bottles and gallimots to be washed, I sank wy arms *ip to the elbows in soapy
water and cleaned like a demon, I found that as long as I stayed there coving
with the endless pile T was left in pesce, Everyone was only too glad to see
somcone who didn't hang around asking what to do next, but got on with the most
disliked *- ™= in the ward-the sluicing! Soiled linen in hospital is an ever-
present chore, I quickly lcarnt the best wey to remove all sorts of stains,
Hold the sheet under a tap of cold rushing water and serub heartily with a
hard brush, Only the worst needs to bce removed, the lawundry Joes the rest,

It must have been my seccond weekend therce that I attracted Sisterts eye,
She did not like the way I mede = bed -~ the corner was not right. Do it again;
and again, and again, -under her cagle cye. She let me stop at the ninth try
and with dire threats against any PTS carclessness staelked off leavine me limp
with fear. Of whet wos I afraid? Quite simply that T would be thrown out,
that T would not be good enough, Looking back on that 17 yr old I cannot
understand why I became so passionately set on this life, why I would rather
have died than failed, why I would never complain when I went home.



I cannot say it was & sense of vocalion: I have far more compassion now than I
had then. Put the hospital world closcd over my head and all its assumptions
were my assumptions. Of gourse I wos requiring discipline - I saw 1t meted
out on all sides. Naturelly I should be made to feel humble, I was a junior
wasn't Tt There were things that were just not done, like checking someone
senior. It wos a tough lifc with no room for the sclf-nitying. The only
relief was the indulging of the constant grumbling that echoed through every
conversation., It was 2 challenge - get through this and you will have earned
your reward-you too will be 2 DRI trained nurse, 1 would like to think it

wag the chellenge I accepted.

B B T e I 1 1 s I 0 ISR S U S B ST A W B AT A A S M T

I should very much like to publish Walt's introduction to sf in this issue,
but this is Page 24 and time to call a halt. T hope to run it in the next
issue as T think it is of penersl interest.

The Berkeley post-mailing arrived and was found to be full of goodies. Of
course there is George Spencer who thinks we British are "painfully subservient
both cuturally and militarily to the United States®..I don't give two hoots
about the miltarily part of it,,but culturally? I wonder if this is really
true, taking the average American as against the average Britisher,

Of course it depends upon what George means as culture. True our pop musie,
our slang, our entertaimsent world follows slavishly the American patbtern, but
would this be what George means by culture? This is a word with twe megnings:
a)The total intellectual and institutional heritage of a civilisation
b)Intellicetial refinenent.

As far ag the first is concerned we hoth have a verv varied and changing culture.
We both have rany different social ways integrated into the whole. Neither
would I say painfully subservient to the other,

When we come to the second meaning, I camnot grant that either. It is based on
the educational system, and rmuch as ours requires improving L do not think it
inferior to that of the United States,

Come now, George, would you like to argue this out with me? With a few facts
to back up your astatenent?

I regret I do not have the space to go inte every interesting point raised by
the Berkeley post-mailing. I wonder which post-mailing was the bigger after

all? 1In gpite of all that Britons Awake! from Bruce, I bave the feeling that
the Donaho 51 page Viper will have tipped the balance away from us,

QOch well..
Bthel.



